216             MR PODD OF BORNEO
In the Ryan's bungalow he grew even happier as
time went on. The fact that the master of the house
was still in jail did not depress him unduly. Indeed,
he felt sometimes that the head groom would be rather
in the way. He was ashamed of the feeling and did
his best to curb it, taking every opportunity to express
loudly his contempt for his old master, Lochinvar
M'Whizzle, the oppressor of the poor, " Something
would have to be done about it all/* he said as often
as necessary.
He said this for nearly the twentieth time after
finishing a hearty breakfast one morning some two
months after his arrival at the bungalow.
" Then why don't you do this something that you
are always talking about?" asked Nelly, sharply.
"Me?" said Archibald, looking up from putting on
his white canvas shoes.
"You are always saying what you'd do to Mr
M'Whizzle. How you'd tear him to pieces and boil
him alive," Nelly reminded him.
"I always said 'if I had my way/" pointe'd out
Archibald, defensively.
"He doesn't care a bit how long my husband is
in prison," declared Mrs Ryan. '* He sits there laugh-
ing and eating. And the more he laughs the more he
eats, and up go the household expenses. Why don't
you get up and do something, Mr Gentleman from
Borneo, instead of taking my trouble so very easily?"
"What can I do?"
" Lots of things," cried Nelly.
He looked from the one to the other indignantly.
Plainly there were conspirators abroad.